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"Turn the fuckin’ radio down, man," groaned the guitarist as he attempted to reach the noise causing device 
from where he was sprawled on a disheveled hotel bed. Apparently, Michael had already ushered out all the 
chicks that had come back to the room with them the night before, and he was fine with that; it was 
Satchel's least favorite part because half the time the little bitches would start whining about something or 
another. At first, he'd felt bad for them. Now he just wanted them to go away. Whining bitches first thing in 


the morning was why he'd stopped sharing hotel rooms with Lexxi a while ago, after all 


"Fuck you, man," he heard Michael retort from the bathroom before there was the audible sound of the 


shower shutting off. Now, the vocalist was one of those weirdos that liked listening to the radio in the shower. 
Satchel never really got it, but whatever, he could go with it. As long as it didn't wake him up. And this time, it 
woke him up. Satchel didn't like being woken up. He was fairly sure not a single guy in this band liked being 
woken up, but he didn't like it most of all. Well, unless there was some chick sucking his dick and thats what 
woke him up. Shit like that, he could handle. Shit like Michael Starr singing in the shower to Bon Jovi could best 
be left to waking up groupies and he'd be okay with that. 


But here he was, and he was awake now, and he wasn't particularly pleased about it. 


He didn't even feel the need to dignify Michael with a response, though, only letting out and audible groan ad he 
rolled over and pulled a pillow over his head, pressing it hard against his ear in an attempt to drown out the 
noise until it did finally shut off. Again, he listened to the radio in the shower and usually turned it off 
afterward. What the fuck The guitarist would never get it, but whatever, he could deal with it. Better than 
Lexxi being in the bathroom for four or more hours trying to get ready. Fucking little diva. Oh well. Could be 


worse. 


In all honestly, Satchel probably would have fallen back asleep if it hadn't been for Michael grabbing the pillow 
off his head and tossing it across the room. This was all typical behavior. In fact, if they were courteous and 
nice to one another, that would be exponentially more suspicious than the current on-goings. That being said, 

the retaliation of the brunette consisted of rolling over and flinging a punch in the general direction of where 

he assumed Michael would be. It ended up that he hit nothing but air, but it was the thought that counts. Or. 
Something. He was really too tired and hung over to give much of a fuck at this point. 


"Alright, you faggot. Get up," he heard Michael say before he felt one side of the bed depress as the vocalist 
either sat, laid, or stepped onto the bed. He still hadn't opened his eyes. It wasn't like he was supposed to know. 
If it was up to him, he'd be more than happy to lay in this bed until he absolutely had to move. This was a 
day off, after all. He was cool with not leaving the hotel room on a day off, unlike some rock stars that 
thought it was a good idea to go and sight see or what the fuck ever. He could do that when he was old. No, 
he'd rather sleep all day and drag out of bed around six o'clock in the evening to go to a titty bar. In fact, that 
sounded like a glorious plan if Michael would shut the fuck up and let him get a few more hours of sleep. But 
he knew that wasn't how it was going to go, and preemptively curled into something akin to the fetal position 
while gripping the shitty hotel blankets like they were precious life-giving fabric. Because he knew what would 
come next. And it did. Because the sharp tug at the blankets that would leave a lesser prepared man laying 
naked on the bed shivering only caused Satchel to be nudged from his prior position due to the force of the 
pull. Success! He'd outsmarted Michael. Not that such was all that difficult, given that Satchel was the brains 
behind everything. Totally. 


"How about you faggot let me fuckin’ sleep, man? Wake me up at like six or whenever the strip clubs open up 
in this bullshit town" It wasn't like they were in Vegas. Unfortunately, they were on tour, meaning they were 
currently in some fairly Podunk, middle of nowhere, bullshit town and there might not be any decent strip 


clubs. Wasn't it like a Tuesday or some shit anyway? Fuck that noise. Maybe he should just stay in bed all day. 


Naturally, Michael's retort was just what he was expecting-"There like, aren't any around here, dude," causing 


the guitarist not only to groan that the fact that his bleach-blonde compadre always sounded a little bit 
stoned, and probably always was a little bit stoned. Or high, or drunk, or something. Not that he was a saint. 


"Then wake me up when we're leaving," grunted Satchel before he attempted to pull the blanket above his head 
to recreate the darkness that he fell asleep during. Well, no. He probably fell asleep after sunrise. It was just 
dark because he was pretty sure there was a fat chick sitting on his face. If he remembered. Which he really 
didn't. 


"Nah, man, seriously, wake up." 


This game continued on for usually three to four repeats before, finally, Satchel groaned like a dying sea cow 
and pulled himself into an upright position, running a hand through his brown hair and opening his eyes that 
were partially glued shut from the sheer amount of last night's partying. Once he was able to see the light of 


day (afternoon?), however, he realized something as he blankly stared in the direction of his vocalist. 
"You're naked." 
"Yeah, so?" 


Now, it wasn't like they hadn't all seen each other naked fifty or sixty time and occasionally ended up fucking 
each other out of confusion (usually Lexxi, because he looked like a woman from behind. Or at least that's 
what Stix and Satchel would maintain). But he didn't really want to wake up to naked Michael. That wasn't on his 
list of things. Maybe if Michael had a nice rack. But as it was, no, he didn't, and manboobs were gross as shit 


anyway. 


He groaned, pulled his blanket over his head, and resigned himself to go back to sleep. Even if Michael ended up 
in the bed next to him. Which he probably would. Like he did damn near every night. Michael was a cuddler. 


And, secretly, Satchel loved it, just like he loved their little morning go-around. It was nice to have a drop of 


normalcy in an ocean of rockstar lifestyle. 


